CHAPTER   V

Melitta,

THE ENCAMPMENT AT ROKBA-EL-GOZAL WAS SLEEPING
peacefully, enclosed by the shadows of the mountains
of Beni-Aros. It was the 2ist of July. The earth exhaled the
warm vapour of tropical respiration. Under the tents were
sleeping the thousands of men who made up the columns
that went in search of the Raisuni to defeat him.
In contrast with that calm, in the hut of the General Staff
headquarters there was to be seen that excitement and con-
fusion often produced in private homes at the sudden illness
of a member of the family. The telephone rang constantly.
The small field station pulsed like the heart of a man with
fever, as it gathered the anguish that came trembling from
out of space, and answered with disconsolate messages. The
High Commissioner spoke with the generals, prepared some
orders, answered the telephone. The faces of those in the
room reflected the pallor of fright,
What had happened in some distant outpost that re-
verberated with such tragic uneasiness in the quiet, tranquil
camp of Rokba-el-Gozal, under the warm mantle of the
summer night? The hours, far from soothing and pacifying
that startling surprise, increased it and sharpened it,
The High Commissioner put an end to that situation and
wrote the following dispatch, to be sent to the Commander-
General at Melilla:
" I am aware of the march of events, expecting that every-
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